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SONNETS  and  RONDELS 


THE  POEMS  OF  J.  B.  O'HARA 


The  Times  (London)  Literary  Supplement  (1919): 

"Those  who  are  familiar  with  only  the  bush  poetry  of 
Australia,  or  whom  it  may  not  attract,  should  take  note 
of  the  fine  compositons  here  collected  of  an  Australian 
singer  who  makes  a  wider  appeal  and  takes  his  place  in 
the  company  of  the  representative  English  poets." 

Sir  Arthur  Conan  Doyle  writes : 

"Your  poems  seem  to  me  to  be  beautiful.  I  especially 
liked  the  poem  about  Swinburne,  also  the  sonnet  on 
Keats." 

Professor  J.  W.  Mackail,  Professor  of  Poetry  at 
Oxford  University,  wrote  recently,  while  visiting 
Australia : 

"I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  sending  me  your  latest 
volume  of  poems;  I  have  delayed  acknowledging  it  until 
I  should  have  had  time  to  read  them,  in  the  crowd  of 
many  other  engagements.  But  now  that  I  have  done  so, 
it  is  an  additional  pleasure  to  recognise  in  them  a  com- 
petence of  workmanship  and  a  grace  of  expression 
which  are  reached  by  very  few  Australian  poets,  or 
writers  of  verses.  The  sonnets  are  what  gave  me  th« 
most  pleasure;  they  seem  to  me  particularly  good." 

Professor  T.  G.  Tucker,  Emeritus  Professor  of 
Classical  Philology  at  Melbourne  University,  writing 
on  Australian  Poetry  in  The  Argus : 

"To  write  verse  in  which  entire  truth  to  Nature  is  ex- 
pressed simply  but  with  subtle  poetic  tact,  is  an  ex- 
tremely difficult  task.  I  do  not  know  any  Australian 
who  has  done  this  work  half  so  well  as  Mr.  J.  B.  O'Hara." 
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THE  SONNET 

A  carven  gem  from  whose  clear  facets  glance 
Lights  perfected  by  centuries  of  art, 
Since  Astrophel  to  Stella  gave  his  heart 

And  robed  her  beauty  in  its  radiance; 

Or  Shakespeare,  wizard  of  thy  world,  Romance, 
Bade  from  its  stem  a  wonder-blossom  start 
Whose  wealth  imperial  he  made  a  part 

Of  realms  unstirred  by  storms  of  change  or  chance. 

Now  'tis  a  cameo  most  finely  wrought 
In  lights  and  shades  of  melody,  designed 

For  patriot  dreams ;  for  meditation  fraught 
With  visionary  hopes  of  humankind; 

Love  in  the  burning  coils  of  passion  caught, 
And  all  the  moods  of  man't  creative  mind. 
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KEEP  SUMMER  IN  THY  HEART 

Keep  summer  in  thy  heart  and  thou  shalt  hear 
No  chiding  of  the  melancholy  days 
When  flowers  perish  and  the  frost  wind  slays 

The  fruitage  that  the  toiling  seasons  rear. 

Then  will  the  naked  autumn-time  appear 
Mother  of  shining  Aprils  and  sweet  Mays — 
Then  will  the  garland  of  thy  quiet  praise 

Circle  the  forehead  of  the  dying  year. 

Yea,  lock  God's  sunshine  deep  within  the  nest 
Of  thy  brave  heart's  inviolate  treasury; 

There,  guarded  safe  from  time's  despoiling  quest, 
Its  flame  will  light  thy  soul  and  thou  shalt  see 

Life  but  a  noisy  foam  upon  the  crest 
Of  the  rolling  waters  of  Eternity. 
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MARLOWE  AND  SHAKESPEARE 

The  light  of  one  that  lit  his  lustrous  age 

With  brief  bright  splendour  sank  ere  yet  the  day 

Caught  half  the  glow  triumphal  of  its  ray, 
Or  gave  to  time  song's  perfect  heritage; 
And  hope  fell  stricken,  hope  that  should  assuage 

Grief  when  within  the  tragic  arms  of  May 

Her  golden  melodist  in  silence  lay, — 
When  Marlowe's  light  died  from  the  English  stage. 
But  up  the  clouded  darkness  men  saw  climb 

The  quivering  splendour  of  a  dawn  supreme, 
A  sovereign  glow  that  lit  the  face  of  time 

With  light  as  bright  as  man's  most  radiant  dream 
Conceived  of  Godhead;  such  a  light  sublime 

As  death  should  slay  not,  nor  time's  self  unbeam. 
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THE  SUPREME  ARTIST 

He  paints  in  colours  beautiful  the  walls 
Of  the  impassive  mountains  and  the  skies, 
Whether  the  golden  oriflarnmes  uprise 

At  dawn,  or  leaf  by  leaf  the  red  rose  falls 

Out  of  the  sunset's  withered  coronals, 

Or  night  usurps  the  sphered  heaven  with  eyes 
That  range  the  world.    He  is  the  Artist  Wise 

Whose  deathless  works  are  hung  in  nature's  halls. 

Yet  all  the  glories  of  the  Master  Hand, 

Limner  of  earth  and  sea  and  moon  and  sun, 
Are  but  faint  adumbrations  of  the  one 

Irradiant  picture  Love  Divine  has  planned 
For  us,  when  life's  prelusive  days  are  done, 

And  in  the  golden  Gallery  we  stand. 
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DISENCHANTMENT 

Far  off  it  seems  that  time  Arcadian 

Of  shepherds  piping  under  windy  leaves; 

Of  naiads  sporting  where  fleet  Iris  weaves 
A  troubled  path  above  the  river's  span; 
Of  piney  woods — dim  palaces  of  Pan — 

That  saw  the  nymph  for  whom  the  laurel  grieves 

Foil  the  bright  god  and  under  their  sad  eaves 
Saw  Syrinx  flee  the  vales  Edonian. 
The  golden  age  is  gone;  no  longer  gleams 

A  mythic  light  from  shrines  oracular; 

No  Pythia  foretells  the  fates  to  be; 
We  have  outgrown  romance  and  daylight  dreams, 

And  raptures  violet-crowned,  and  lo !  we  are 

Strangers  to  life's  rich  unreality. 
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TO  A  BEAUTIFUL  WOMAN 

When  thou  art  dead  must  thou  unheeding  lie 

Mute  mouldering  within  the  charnel  ground, 

Deaf  to  the  multitudinous,  murmurous  sound 
Of  nature's  voices?    Beauty  cannot  die; 
Its  gentle  spirits  interfusing  fly 

Like  light  on  the  illimitable  round 

Of  spacious  winds.    Why,  then,  should'st  thou  be 

bound 

By  heavy  chains  of  cold  mortality? 
Nay,  wert  thou  dead,  all  nature's  self  would  be 

With  portion  of  thy  loveliness  imbued; 

Thy  soul  reincarnated  and  renewed 
In  radiance  of  sky  and  earth  and  sea, 
In  every  sovereign  thing  that  is  of  thee 

A  metaphor  and  a  similitude. 
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KEATS 

As  when  the  strengths  of  mighty  billows  meet 
In  congregated  tumult  on  the  shore, 
Then  swift  recede,  and  the  iron  rock,  before 

Deep  buried  in  a  dream  of  waters  sweet, 

Wakes  as  a  million  glittering  glories  fleet 
Over  its  heart — so  on  our  spirits  pour 
The  flood-tides  of  his  music,  and  no  more 

The  soul  dreams  on,  but  wakens  to  their  beat. 

O  brief  light-bearer  to  that  heaven  of  song 

Where  splendour  kindles  splendour,  and  the  still 
Bright  stars  of  truth  are  tremulously  born, 

Why  did  not  beauty,  when  man  wrought  thee  wrong, 
Unveil  her  clouded  loveliness  and  fill 
Thy  soul  with  most  immitigable  scorn? 
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TO  A  NATURE  LOVER 

You  dwell  by  happy  meadows  where  the  bleat 
Of  quiet  flocks  makes  silenter  the  day, 
Far  from  the  clamorous  tumult  of  the  grey 

Smoke-shrouded  cities,  loud  with  fever  heat 

Of  tarnished  life.    For  you  the  air  is  sweet 
With  song  and  scent  of  blossoms  proud  to  lay 
Their  purple  deaths  along  the  happy  way 

That  wins  the  enchanted  mission  of  your  feet. 

And  that  divine  foreknowledge,  deepest  felt 

When  bursting  life  breaks  through  the  odorous  sod, 

Has  touched  you  with  its  glow, — you,  who  have  knelt 
At  nature's  shrine,  and  in  her  chancel  trod, 

And,  where  all  mighty  sounds  in  silence  melt, 
Found  her  the  true  interpreter  of  God. 
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TO  A  MAIDEN  NINE  YEARS  OLD 

A  portion  of  all  loveliness,  a  part 
Of  time  and  of  eternity  she  stands, 
Holding  to  life  the  roses  of  stretched  hands, 

Touched  by  the  April  sunshine  of  the  heart, 

As  from  the  nestlings  of  her  soul  upstart 

Hopes  wide  of  wing  to  search  the  sunny  lands 
Of  youth  where  time's  inseparable  sands 

Reluctant  bid  the  happy  hours  depart. 

Dear  little  pearl  of  childhood,  wondrous  bright, 
Strung  on  the  rosary  of  life  begun, 

When  the  dim  beads  are  numbered  and  the  night 
That  dies  into  the  dawn  of  Love  is  done, 

May  all  thy  many-colored  streams  of  light 
Mix  to  the  pure  white  radiance  of  One. 
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DE  MORTUIS 

I  saw  the  serpent  lightning's  glittering  fang 
Lick  the  dark  sphery  hollow,  and  the  bright 
Brief  purple  flames'  delirious  delight, 

Whereat  apart  the  deep  dense  heavens  sprang 

With  drowning  rage  reverberate  that  rang 

From  throats  of  thunder.    Earth  shook  with  affright 
At  that  titanic  speech.    The  shuddering  night 

Cowered,  as  the  mutinous  winds  together  sang; 

And  in  the  momentary  silence  shed 

From  the  dark  ridge  of  thunder-cloud  that  bound 
The  fiery  force  that  cleft  the  skies  apart, 

I  thought  how  happy  were  the  dreamless  dead 
Who  slumbered  on  their  mother's  breast  too  sound 
To  hear  the  tumult  of  her  beating  heart. 
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WORDSWORTH. 

The  song  of  meadows  in  an  English  June, 
The  lark,  unseen  musician  of  the  skies, 
The  leafy  spring  of  singing  memories 

When  nightingales  set  all  the  woods  in  tune; 

Nature's  pure  world  that  wins  us  late  or  soon 
With  some  divine  foreknowledge  in  her  eyes, 
Some  dim  foreshadowings  and  prophecies 

Of  quiet  after  life's  enfevered  noon, — 

These  were  his  gifts.    A  world-remembered  rhyme 
Gives  him  a  radiant  heritage,  renown; 
The  joy  eternal  of  the  victor  crown, 

High-seated  where  the  immortal  singers  climb 

Above  the  envious  Death,  the  night  of  Time, 
That  thrust  the  unblest  generations  down. 
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AURA  MUSJE 

O  wind  of  song,  now  sweet  with  melodies 

Of  bird  and  brake,  and  the  full-throated  sound 
Of  airy  summer  in  his  painted  round, 

Now  deep  with  night's  intoning  harmonies, 

Now  with  the  sigh  of  multitudinous  seas 
By  the  grey  land's  eternal  borders  bound, 
To    me   thou   art   more   dear   than   dreams  love- 
crowned, 

More  lovely  than  Time's  loveliest  memories. 

None  knoweth  whence  thou  comest,  keen  and  strong, 
From  what  bleak  land  or  rose-land  amorous, 
Imperative  to  smite  the  chordic  soul; 

None  knoweth  how  thou  goest,  wind  of  song, 
And  whither,  down  the  ways  eluding  us, 
To  what  life's  unimaginable  goal. 
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DICKENS 

When  the  last  light  that  lit  his  English  skies 
Put  off  its  color  and  his  day  was  done, 
JLove  to  her  heart  took  her  remembered  son, 

And  grief  unsealed  the  fountains  of  her  eyes; 

Well  knew  they  that  whatever  stars  should  rise 
Into  the  cloudless  heaven  of  fame,  not  one 
Would  sink  more  lovely,  more  regretted  run 

To  deathward  where  the  sundering  darkness  lies. 

Though  still  for  Shakespeare  man's  abiding  love 

Shines  radiant  as  the  fiery  feet  that  move 
Across  the  sounding  heaven  of  flying  flame ; 

And  though  into  her  pillared  Parthenon 

More  memoried  sons  of  happier  fame  have  gone, 
The  pride  of  England  thrills  at  Dickens'  name. 
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A   SEA-LOVER 

Here  lieth  one  whose  eyes  will  light  no  more, 
A  friend  who  in  the  old-time  loved  with  me 
Sea-music,  and  the  haunting  melody 

Of  broken  voices  wailing  on  the  shore; 

The  loud,  imperious,  thunderous  ocean  roar, 
And  the  wind-reapers  gleaning  constantly 
A  harvest  when  the  furrows  of  the  sea 

Run  deep  between  the  ridges  flowered  o'er. 

We  know  not  the  least  mystery  of  death, 
No  vision  comes  from  out  its  shadow  grim, 
No  voices  break  the  silence  of  its  night, 

Yet,  somehow,  I  believe  the  mighty  breath 
Of  his  loved  sea  will  breathe  again  for  him 
In  the  Elysian  land  of  love  and  light. 
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ROMANCE  AND   POESY 

Romance  and  her  pale  lover  poesy 

Charm  us  no  more.    The  wonder  paths  that  led 

To  gates  of  dreams  are  gone,  the  days  are  dead 
That  heard  the  pipes  of  Pan  sound  joyously. 
No  longer  nymphs  of  river  and  of  tree 

Haunt  the  clear  streams  or  piney  mountain-head ; 

Demeter  from  the  old  green  earth  has  fled, 
Poseidon  rules  no  more  the  purple  sea. 
Old  myths  are  dead.  From  mountain  wood  and  stream 

Where  Musagetes  sat  upon  his  throne, 

The  green  divinities  afar  have  flown 
And  left  the  lands  to  silence.    All  things  seem 

Sterile  and  songless,  cold  and  loveless  grown, 
As  the  world  hardens  round  the  poet's  dream. 
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SPRING 

Nature  awakens  from  her  sleep.  The  old 
Grey-hearted  earth  requickens,  and  again 
Life  flows  to  flood  in  each  regenerate  vein, 

As  all  her  green  ranks  rally  in  the  wold, 

And  all  her  flute-like  singers.  There  is  rolled 
Down  every  hill,  new  washen  with  the  rain, 
A  river  of  bloom  that  sweeps  the  dappled  plain 

With  green  waves  flashing  out  with  crests  of  gold. 

The  songs  reiterate  of  sea  and  sky 

Ring  rapture.    In  the  green  enchanted  wood 

The  wild  delirium  of  spring  goes  by, 
The  pageant  of  the  year's  glad  interlude, 

The  masque  of  Love's  triumphal  revelry, 
And  the  old  miracle  of  life  renewed. 
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THE  SOLACE 

Not  when  time  made  a  mock  of  all  our  powers 
As  in  youth's  field  we  digged  for  nought  but  gold, 
But  now  when  age  has  wasted  us  we  fold 
Wisdom's  thin  robe  round  these  frail  limbs  of  ours, 
Contented  that  we  still  have  fields  and  flowers, 
Suns  and  cloud- shadows,  the  high  hills  that  hold 
Blue  fairy-lands,  mornings  that  grow  not  old, 
Spring  washing  roses  with  wild  sunny  showers. 
Fires  burn  to  death;  the  flames  up-laughing,  leaping, 
With  vibrant  splendour,  for  an  hour  unsleeping, 
Sink  back;  the  radiance  of  light  and  fire 

Is  loveliness  remembered;  but  there  lies 
Deep  in  the  heart  of  the  unperished  pyre 
A  gentle  warmth  that  dying  scarcely  dies. 
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REMORSE 

All  night  I  heard  the  loud  reiterate  shock 

Of  ruinous  waters  and  all  night  long  the  leap 
Of  hound-like  billows  roaring  back  the  deep 

Rebellious  throated  thunder.    Ledge  and  rock, 

Tossing  the  oozy  blooms  that  interlock 
Their  serpent  foliage,  hissed  beneath  the  sweep 
Of  the  swift  scythes  wherewith  the   storm  winds 
reap 

The  harvest  that  no  morrow's  sun  may  mock. 

Ah,  when  such  times  of  storm  in  troubled  souls 
Sweep  o'er  the  seas  of  being  passion-hurled 
On  the  wild  headlands  of  an  old  remorse, 

Then  in  the  night,  the  night,  how  deep  outrolls 
The  cry,  of  all  the  keenest  in  the  world, 
The  cry  of  a  lost  soul  above  hope's  corse. 
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THE   COMMON   WAY 

Once  standing  in  the  silent  place  of  tombs, 
Awed  by  the  stillness  that  the  evening  grey 
Had  garmented  in  deepening  disarray, 

I  met  a  maiden  flushed  with  life's  first  blooms; 

Then  spake  I :  "Fear'st  thou  not  the  gathering  glooms 
Here,  where  a  ghostly  silence  haunts  the  day  ?" 
"Nay,"  said  she,  smiling,  "  'tis  my  only  way; 

For  yonder,  see,  the  glimmering  homestead  looms." 

Then  thought  I  on  our  common  lot — how  all 
The  moving  throng  of  sad  humanity, 

To  reach  the  haven  of  life's  perfect  bliss, 

Must  pass  adown  the  paths  where  shadows  fall, 
Through  death  unto  that  sweet  society 
Where  unifying  love  for  ever  is. 
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A  CHILD'S  FACE 

An  eye  more  blue  than  noon's  mid-heaven,  a  smile 
Whereby  the  gloom  is  brightened,  and  the  day 
Assumes  a  sudden  splendour  as  if  May 

October's  fleeting  glory  caught  awhile. 

A  face  more  soft  than  flowers  that  in  the  aisle 
Of  a  most  ancient  wood  make  holiday; 
Lips  like  twin  roses,  and  the  golden  sway 

Of  locks  that  some  old  summer  did  beguile. 

Here  love  looks  out  and  shines  from  eyes  all  bright 

With  lustrous  childhood,  in  whose  laughing  light 
Are  radiant  hopes  and  rapturous  memories 

Of  golden  nothings,  and  the  lingering  trace 

Of  the  pure  gleams  that  lit  the  sinless  face 
Of  the  sweet  Maid  assumed  to  Paradise. 
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A  SUMMER  STORM 

We  watched  the  grey  tempestuous  spears  of  rain 
Pierce  the  wild  landscape,  and  the  giant  form 
Of  the  inner  mountain  that  all  day  was  warm 

With  light  and  colour  of  skies  without  a  stain, 

By  wraiths  precipitous  of  vapour  slain, 
As  up  its  sides  the  cloudy  legions  swarm, 
And  in  the  van  of  the  insurgent  storm 

The  red  outriders  of  the  hurricane. 

But  soon  the  tumult  died — the  royal  sun 

Scattered  the  rebel  rains  with  jewelled  hand, 
Till  far  and  wide  the  light  spake  clear  and  bland, 

And  o'er  the  world  a  crescent  glory  spun, 

And  when  the  rainbow-angel's  work  was  done 
A  holy  calm  transfigured  all  the  land. 
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THE  NEW  YEAR 
( ist  January,  1901. ) 

No  stormy  dawn  of  presage  in  the  skies, 
No  fiery  sign  disastrous  slays  the  gloom, 
No  portent,  rising  from  the  old  year's  tomb, 
Brings  direful  warnings.    Never  watching  eyes 
Beheld  a  morn  of  richer  promise  rise, 
Beheld  a  surer  sun  of  life  assume 
The  mountain  peaks  of  hope,  and  re-illume 
With  splendour  where  the  darkness  quails  and  dies. 
O  year,  made  deathless  by  a  dawn  sublime, 
And  herald  of  the  days  that  have  for  treasure, 

And  hold  in  fee,  the  glory  of  the  South, 
Be  thou  the  least  of  mighty  years  that  time 
Hath  for  the  maid  whose  eyes  he  filled  with  azure, 
Touching  with  fire  the  roses  of  her  mouth. 
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ON  THE  DEARTH   OF   NOBLENESS 

How  rare  is  nobleness;  methinks  our  age 

Of  gain  and  greed  has  crushed  the  morning  sense 
Of  life.    The  walled-in  slaves  of  pounds  and  pence 

But  build  for  time  a  worthless  heritage ; 

For  darkness  is  man's  portion  should  he  wage 
War  with  his  better  angels  for  the  sake 
Of  soulless  happiness,  and  never  take 

To  heart  this  lesson  from  sweet  nature's  page : — 

Be  steadfast  in  the  purpose  that  is  pure; 
Be  truthful,  hedged  around  by  many  lies ; 
Be  noble  in  a  world  of  much  deceit ; 

Then  will  thy  station  as  a  star's  be  sure 
Within  the  light  of  God's  compassionate  eyes, 
Where   dowered    with    grace    we    touch    the 
Saviour's  feet. 
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TO  AN  OLD-TIME  FRIEND 

How  long  ago  we  parted!    Do  you  yet 
Thrill  with  memorial  pride  of  manhood's  prime, 
Or  faint  remembrance  from  the  days  sublime 

Ere  yet  the  frosts  of  years  had  risen  to  fret 

The  meadow-lands  of  memory  and  set 
Their  seal  on  hope's  bright  fountain,  or  grey  time 
Had  blotted  out  the  peaks  we  fain  would  climb 

With  folding  mists  of  doubt  and  drear  regret? 

Or  is  the  perfect  silence  that  we  crave 
About  you?    Is  the  greater  mystery  yours? 
And  have  you  passed,  uncarnate  in  death's  stole, 

Beneath  the  shadowy  lintel  of  the  grave, 
To  the  immortal  land  where  love  endures 
Through  the  eternal  summer  of  the  soul  ? 
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ON  THE  CLIFFS 

Here  break  the  azure  waves  exultingly, 
And  here   the   winds  dash  down  the  blown  wet 

flowers 

Of  broken  foam  against  the  iron  towers 
That  bravely  take  the  broadsides  of  the  sea. 
Here  sings  the  voice  that  bids  man's  spirit  be 

Hope-winged  to  mount  the  heaven  of  larger  hours 
Than  here  pen  in  his  unavailing  powers 
To  break  old  custom's  barriers  and  be  free. 
Yea,  here  are  all  things  glorious  and  glad, — 
Sunlight  upon  the  hyacinthine  flood 
Whose     green    translucent    billows    shoreward 

throng, 

And  the  stern  shout  of  freedom,  and  the  mad 
Delight  that  stirs  the  spirit  and  fires  the  blood 
As  with  the  wild  delirium  of  song. 
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SAINT  CATHERINE 

Holiest  of  maidens  without  sin  or  taint, 
Pure,  if  on  earth  one  soul  is  ever  pure, 
Whose  feet  not  fame,  more  subtle  than  love's  lure, 

Moved  when  Italia  with  loud  complaint 

Turned  pleading  eyes  on  France,  and  souls  were  faint 
With  vain  imploring  of  their  gods  to  cure 
The  land's  wild  woe,  while  brooding  Heaven  secure 

Hung  answerless,  save  to  Siena's  saint. 

Then  forth  she  went,  clothed  in  a  light  nor  sun 
Nor  moon  should  darken  from  its  cloudless  scroll, 
Ringed  round  with  fire  of  love's  bright  aureole 

As  when  she  kissed  the  bloodless  lips  of  one 

Rebellious  sinner  when  his  day  was  done 
In  token  of  God's  mercy  on  his  soul. 
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KNOWEST  THOU  THE  LAND? 

Only  in  dreams  may  we  behold  the  land, 
The  goodly  land  where  there  is  endless  rest, 
And  men  forget  life's  unregenerate  quest, 

And  time  forgets  to  pour  his  golden  sand 

Through  the  rich  measure  of  the  moments  bland 
That  drive  sad  birds  of  memory  from  their  nest- 
The  lotus-land  that  lies  forever  blest 

Beneath  the  benediction  of  God's  hand. 

Knowest  thou  the  land?    The  vale  of  Avalon 

Melted  into  the  mists  of  ages  gone ; 

And  lost  Atlantis  sank,  aye,  long  ago; 

And  where  Hy-Brasil,  seen  of  sinless  eyes, 

Incarnadined  the  visionary  skies, 
The  deep,  dense,  darkling  waters  blindly  flow. 
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A  FOREST-CLEARING 

Hither  the  surging  tides  of  life  have  rolled 

And  blotted  out  the  quiet  greenery, 

One  little  plot  where  nature  loved  to  see 
The  spring  renascent  crowned  with  wattle  gold, 
The  fringing  lightwood  where  the  river  trolled 

Its  summer  songs  to  amorous  bird  and  bee — 

Now  these  have  gone  and  the  great  winds  are  free 
All  year  to  revel  round  a  ruined  wold. 
Ah!  there  no  more  beneath  the  mountain  walls 

To  wandering  feet  the  plaining  plover's  cry 
Shrills  a  wild  challenge  when  the  dark  night  falls; 

And  there  no  more  the  curlew  makes  reply, 
Far  heard  forlornly  like  a  soul  that  calls 

Imploring  up  to  the  impiteous  sky. 
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ON  HEARING  A  YOUNG  GIRL  SINGING 

Sing,  sweet  musician;  my  worn  heart  renew 
With  the  rich  rapture  of  your  careless  song, 
As  pure  to  me  as  wild  waste  notes  among 

Dark  dewy  woods  in  morns  of  summer  blue. 

And  now  the  clouds  time  liveried  in  dark  hue 

Roll  backward,  and  there  shine  for  me  youth's  long 
Bright,  breathless  days,  in  one  unbroken  throng 

Of  boyish  memories,  thanks,  dear  girl,  to  you. 

Ah!  happy  youth,  if  we  could  win  thee  back, 
And,  with  the  ripened  knowledge  wisdom  wears, 

Loiter  again  along  the  old  sweet  track 
That  lost  itself  in  flowers  and  lovers'  tears, 

How  would  we  grieve  thee,  seeing  in  front  the  black, 
Bleak  vision  of  the  revoluble  years! 
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THE  CHORISTERS 

"  'Tis  Summer,  Summer,"  pipes  the  sweet  grey  thrush ; 

The  swift  rosella  knows  the  painted  year; 

The  rolling  slopes  put  on  enbrowned  gear 
And  the  green  wilderness  laughs  out.    But  hush! 
Through  the  thin  air,  impassioned,  a  wild  rush 

Of  morning  melody  assails  the  ear 

In  liquid  carollings,  exultant,  clear — 
'Tis  the  pied  minstrel  of  the  Austral  bush. 
And  now  with  song  the  river-valley  flowers, 

With  sound  of  bells  as  if  by  faery  planned, 
Or  elfin  harps  in  musical  green  bowers, 

That  never  yet  were  struck  by  human  hand. 
Listen!  the  bell-bird,  darling  of  the  hours, 

Now  leads  green  summer  through  a  singing  land. 


RONDELS 
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THE  RONDEL 

When  a  rondel  outrings  there  is  melody  soft  to  the  ear 
As  the  chiming  of  bell-birds  whose  haunt  is  the  runnel 

that  brings 
To  the  brakes  of  the  fernland  a  song  as  of  music  made 

clear 

When  a  rondel  outrings. 

It  was  fashioned  for  phrases  of  gladness;   for  color 

that  springs 

With  a  kiss  of  delight  to  the  lips  of  the  virginal  year 
When  the  heart-beat  of  lovers  is  heard  in  the  song 
that  she  sings. 

Yet  the  voice  of  regret  and  of  anguish  and  yearning 

and  fear, 
And  of  passion  that  flames  like  a  sunrise  on  luminous 

wings, 
May  leap  from  the  soul  of  the   singer   with   melody 

shetr, 

When  a  rondel  outrings. 
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A  FANTASY 

A  little  bird  came  fluttering  in  the  gloom 
To  the  rain-washen  windows  thunder-stirred; 
Some  only  heard  amid  the  storm's  deep  boom 
A  little  bird. 

But  I  in  that  faint  fluttering  softly  heard 
Out  of  the  past  a  cry  as  from  the  tomb 
Of  one  in  a  forgotten  grave  interred. 

And  in  my  soul  there  sudden  broke  to  bloom 
Love-dreams,  long  withered  at  an  idle  word, 
And  rising  I  let  into  my  heart's  room 
A  little  bird. 
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SAPPHO 

tSa9    TO*    VQIUrfaw    €»    oCptfft    ITOiptVtS 


Leucadian  skies  are  guarding  evermore 
The  green  sea-grave  wherein  the  Singer  lies 
Who  for  love's  sake  resigned,  on  love's  dark  shore, 
Leucadian  skies. 

And  all  the  light  that  lit  her  visioned  eyes, 
And  all  the  dreams  divine  that  wayward  pour 
From  the  soul's  fountain  floods  of  melodies. 

O,  dear  sweet  Singer,  time  may  mantle  o'er 
Full  many  a  light  of  lesbian  memories, 
But  thine  will  glimmer  till  death  darkling  score 
Leucadian  skies. 
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SIRMIO 

Sirmio,  the  sweetest  island  to  discover 
By  her  beauty  lyric  passion  long  ago; 
Still  the  olive-gleams,  the  purple-clusters,  cover 
Sirmio. 

And  the  lake  she  guards  still  glimmers  with  the  glow 
Of  the  happy  memories  that  flash  and  hover 
Round  the  singer  sharing  with  her  half  his  woe. 

There  beneath  the  gleaming  skies  that  hang  above  her, 
"What  more   happy   than   the   thought   of   care  laid 

low,"— 

Ah,  the  tender  song  that  mingles  with  her  lover 
Sirmio. 
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"NOW  COMES  STILL  EVENING  ON  " 

O  little  day,  whose  life  is  swiftly  gone, 

Why  dance  the  hours  away? 
The  night  is  near,  the  phantom  night  and  wan, 

O  little  day. 

Ah,  since  the  time  is  brief  of  thy  bright  stay, 

A  fitter  raiment  don 
To  meet  the  evening  garmented  in  grey. 

Thy  morning  time  with  rosy  rapture  shone, 
Thy  noon  no  cloud  could  slay, 

But  now  the  solemn  night  thou  leanest  on, 
O  little  day. 
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VIRGIL 

Here  on  this  earth  thou  livest  now  as  when 
Time  proffered  thee  the  gifts  of  love  and  mirth, 
Crowned  with  all  blessings  given  of  fame  to  men 
Here  on  this  earth. 

Here  where  the  days  still  darken  with  the  dearth 

Of  song  that  ringed  again,  and  yet  again, 

Thy  Roman  brows  with  wreaths  of  deathless  worth. 

The  gloomy  Florentine  with  burning  ken 
Greeted  thee  greatest  in  Hell's  awful  girth; 
We  hail  thee  lord  of  all  the  Fates  impen 
Here  on  this  earth. 
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IN  TWILIGHT  YEARS 

The  old  are  thralls  of  grief — they  have   severed  all 

that  bind  them 
To  the  tumult  of  the  fiery  years  that  burned  too  bright 

and  brief, 
They  have  heard  a  wild  voice  crying  to  the  happiness 

behind  them, 

"The  old  are  thralls  of  grief." 

Their  thoughts    are    towards    the    sunset    when    the 

Reaper  gleans  the  sheaf, 
Their  eyes  are  on  the  evening  star,    for   garish   day 

would  blind  them 
Or  ere  it  led  the  last  sail  home  across  the  reeling  reef. 

When  April  blossoms  bowered  their  hearts  and  April 
songs  entwined  them, 

When  rich  young  years  were  breaking  like  the  rose- 
bud from  the  leaf, 

Ah,  little  children  then  they  sang,  for  they  had  God  to 
mind  them, — 

The  old  are  thralls  of  grief. 
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TO  A  CAGED  WARBLER 

The  little  throat  is  tireless ;  all  day  wells 

A  ceaseless  note, 
A  golden  harmony  that  fills  and  swells 

The  little  throat. 

A  song  as  honey-sweet  as  that  which  smote 

In  Ariel's 
Dim  isle  the  mariners  too  long  afloat. 

Ah,  silver  singer,  in  what  fairy  dells 

Learnt  you  by  rote 
The  song  that  fills  with  tinkle  a*  of  bells 

The  little  throat? 
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WHITE  BUTTERFLIES  IN  AUTUMN 

Over  the  garden  bed  their  wide  wings  fell 
In  silken  beauty  as  though  skies  had  shed 
Soft  plumes  of  snow,  pale  deaths  innumerable, 
Over  the  garden  bed. 

White  wraiths  they  seemed  of  spirits  earthward  sped 

To  frame  a  sepulchre  and  sentinel 

Wan  fruitage  the  autumnal  year  had  shred. 

But  suddenly  as  breaks  the  silver  shell 
Of  mist  at  morn  the  pale  enchanters  fled 
On  wavering  wings,  and  broke  the  woven  spell 
Over  the  garden  bed. 
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APHRODITE 

Out  of  the  soft  bright  foam  where  the  sea-wind  sings 
To  the  Paphian  billows,  as  blue  as  their  arching  dome, 
She  arose,  the  symbol  and  soul  of  all  beautiful  things, 
Out  of  the  soft  bright  foam. 

And  they  worshipped  her  there  in  their  Cyprian  island- 
home, 

In  the  days  when  beauty  uplifted  on  purple  wings 
Man's  soul  to  the  crowned  peaks  where  the  high  gods 
roam. 

We  are  different  now.    The  taint  of  the  Real  clings 
And  darkens  our  lives  from  dawn   to   the   dim   soft 

gloam ; 

To  our  fancies  deadened  no  spirit  of  beauty  springs 
Out  of  the  soft  bright  foam. 
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THREE  YEARS  OLD 

Dear  little  eyes  wherein  blue  summer  glows 
And  smiles  like  hope  girt  with  gold  memories ! 
What  love  on  earth  is  love  that  never  knows 
Dear  little  eyes  ? 

Such  light  as  shines  in  unimagined  skies 

Within  their  lovely  life  enkindled  shows 

And  makes  earth  heaven  and  heaven  a  glad  surprise. 

Time,  gather  not,  I  pray  thee,  where  this  rose 
Of  love  illumes  our  trembling  paradise ; 
Nor  touch  to  tears,  before  night  seal  them  close, 
Dear  little  eyes. 
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TO  A  BABE 

Dear  little  feet !    Dear  roses  red  and  white, 
Soft  blossoms  making  all  our  lives  more  sweet ! 
May  Love  lead  ever  to  His  kindly  light 
Dear  little  feet! 

Wearily  winds  before  them  through  the  heat 
Of  life's  loud  day  the  pathway  to  the  night 
That  gathers  round  us  rest  and  joy  complete. 

Fate  at  our  sternest  bidding  will  not  write 
One  sign — no  stars  of  hope  conjunctive  meet; 
Yet  trust  is  ours  that  God  will  guide  aright 
Dear  little  feet. 
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TO  A  CHItD 

A  little  child  that  love  has  crowned 
Ere  yet  its  years  are  earth-defiled, 
What  guardian-angel  wings  surround 
A  little  child. 

Since  summer  in  its  heart  has  smiled, 
O  linger,  Summer,  in  that  bound, 
By  largess  of  its  love  beguiled, 

Till  joy,  fleet  spirit,  never  found 
To  earth's  dark  regions  reconciled 
May  fling,  displumed,  its  raptures  round 
A  little  child. 
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ROSE  OF  MORNING 

Rose  of  morning,  flower  complete, 
All  the  fields  of  heaven  adorning, 
Now  a  lovelier,  earth  can  greet, 
Rose  of  morning — 

Dimpled  cheeks  all  hearts  suborning 
Close  to  clasp  their  paraclete 
Love  imperiously  scorning. 

In  his  garden  Time  may  meet 
Flowers  that  tremble  at  his  warning,- 
Vain  his  power  to  sway  my  sweet 
Rose  of  morning. 
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TO  A  BABE  SLEEPING 

Soft  eyelids  close — the  weary  fringes  fall 
Over  the  clear  blue  heaven  where  love's  self  glows 
And  glimmering  dreams  wait  till  sleep's  silken  pall 
Soft  eyelids  close. 

And  now  the  lovely  light  of  slumber's  rose 
Kindles  the  little  cheeks,  and  over  all 
Breathes  soft  the  viewless  angel  of  repose. 

And  so  she  lies.    Surely  God  keeps  in  thrall 
111  phantasies  and  dreams — dark  hidden  foes — 
When  sounds  through  heaven  the  night's  harmonious 
call, 

"Soft  eyelids,  close." 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  BABE 

Forever  gone,  a  star  plucked  from  the  heaven 
That  round  our  hearts  in  radiant  beauty  shone, 
One  light  is  now,  from  earth's  dull  vapours  riven, 
Forever  gone. 

Death,  thou  could'st  feed  a  thousand  lives  upon, 
Yet  from  our  ruined  paradise  God-given 
Hast  ta'en  the  one  that  love  was  leaning  on. 

By  what  blind  fate  and  whither  are  we  driven, 
What  shadows  close  about  us  cold  and  wan, 
Who  see  our  heaven,  like  mournful  souls  unshriven, 
Forever  gone? 
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TENNYSON 

Loved  singer  of  songs  that  are  beacons  of  flame 

To    the    makers    of    music,    the    dream-shadowed 

throngs, — 

What  greater  than  thee  can  the  ages  acclaim, 
Loved  singer  of  songs? 

For  time  cannot  tarnish,  or  death  with  the  thongs 
Of  oblivion  fetter  the  fame  of  thy  name, 
O  lover  of  all  that  to  England  belongs. 

Now  far  from  the  sound  of  our  praise  and  our  blame 
From  factions  and  creeds,  and  their  shadowy  wrongs, 
Thou  shinest  a  Phosphor  in  heavens  of  fame, 
Loved  singer  of  songs. 
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Memento  mori — wise  old  phrase 
To  keep  in  mind  through  life's  long  story; 
O  wanderer  in  youth's  flowery  ways, 
Memento  mori. 

Earth's  fleeting  joys  are  transitory, 

One  moment  blinding  as  the  blaze 

Of  dawn  then  gone  with  all  their  glory. 

Then  love  not  wealth  or  power  or  praise, 
Be  glad  if  age,  in  raiment  hoary. 
Brings  blissful  dreams  to  end  thy  days — 
Memento  mori. 
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HESPERUS 

O,  happy,  happy  star,  that  steadfast  glowing 
In  stainless  beauty  shinest  from  afar — 
A  wonder  world  beyond  our  utmost  knowing — 
O  happy,  happy  star! 

By  thee  the  night  through  sunset  gates  ajar, 
O'er  fields  where  angel  alchemies  are  blowing, 
Rides  softly  in  her  dim  enchanted  car. 

She  is  the  harvester  of  silver  sowing, 
And  heavenward  reaps  with  moon-wrought  scimitar, 
While  earthward  still  thy  influence  is  flowing, 
O  happy,  happy  star. 
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Be  Thou  my  guide !    The  night  is  all  before  me ; 
Wild  wings  of  storm  in  swift  confusion  glide; 
Pierce  the  dark  dome  that  heavily  hangs  o'er  me; 
Be  Thou  my  guide! 

The  flowers  enshrine  their  odors ;  in  the  wide 
Dark  wood  no  bird  is  singing  to  the  stormy 
Wan  eve  whereon  the  deepening  shadows  ride. 

All  round  me  dim  prophetic  signs  implore  me 

From  paths  wherein  grey  ghosts  of  sins  abide; 

Unto  the  splendors  of  Thy  light  restore  me — 

Be  Thou  my  guide! 
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IN   A   ROSE-GARDEN 

All  the  garden  ways,  with  greenest  borders  bound, 
Shine  with  roses  in  a  red  bewildering  maze; 
Nodding  roses,  where  the  leafy  winds  ring  round 
All  the  garden  ways. 

Surely,  surely  here  are  born  Pierian  days, 

When  the  glories  of  the  summer  shine  and  sound 

And  the  blue  glad  weather  blows  on  bights  and  bays. 

Arching  roses,  roses  trailing  where  the  ground 
In  a  sea  of  splendid  color  heaves  and  sways, 
With  the  crimson  of  what  sunset  have  you  crowned 
All  the  garden  ways? 
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A  NOON-DAY  STORM 

The  sweet  noon  hours  in  sudden  tumult  end, 
For  clouds  have  gathered  on  their  high  watch-towers, 
And  blotted  out  the  blue  delights  that  send 
The  sweet  noon  hours. 

The  dream  of  heaven  that  drew  the  timid  flowers 
From  hidden  nooks  their  honeyed  sweets  to  spend, 
Now  shuddering  in  its  blue  blind  hollow  cowers. 

In  one  grey  landscape  form  and  color  blend 
As  the  winds  sweep  the  sheeted  thunder-showers 
And  rushing  from  the  mountain  ridges  rend 
The  sweet  noon  hours. 
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SHADOWS 

Far  from  home  the  sailor  sees  the  plying 
Waters  sterile,  save  of  blown  chill  foam, 
Hears  the  wandering  billows  ever  sighing 
"Far  from  home !" 

On  life's  loud  and  stormy  ocean  we  must  roam, 
Love  the  light  that  leads  us  onward,  fate-defying, 
Love  the  iris  ever  ringing  sorrow's  dome. 

Tossed  and  buffeted  by  fury  of  the  flying 
Winds  of  Fate,  and  waves  that  curl  and  comb, 
May  the  Father  never  find  us  dying 
Far  from  home! 
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SYDNEY  HARBOUR 

Aught  lovelier  than  thee  what  dream  can  fashion, 
Within  the  circling  coil  of  sleep  set  free? 
What  lyric  lightning  of  what  song  can  flash  on 
Aught  lovelier  than  thee? 

For  thou  art  one  with  glittering  bays  that  be 

Girt  round  by  shores  the  storm  lays  lightest  lash  on, 

And  songs  reverberate  of  the  outer  sea. 

What  if  at  times  thy  skies  grow  grey  and  ashen, 
Yet  summer  holds  thy  soul  in  thrall,  and  we 
Know  that  no  song  can  frame  with  lyric  passion 
Aught  lovelier  than  thee. 
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YOU  WILL  FORGET 

You  will  forget,  though  I,  perchance,  remember, 
And  still  remembering  feel  an  old  regret; 
The  season  of  love's  passionate  December 
You  will  forget. 

The  dreamscape  in  which  life  awhile  was  set, 
Flushed  as  a  flower-lit  temple  of  September 
That  rings  with  love's  all  golden  chansonette. 

But  years  the  sweetest  tyrannies  dismember, 
Earth's  rockiest  frame  the  seas  of  change  will  fret, 
And  loves  of  old,  now  sparkless  as  an  ember, 
You  will  forget. 
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SUMMER-TIME  IS  HERE  AGAIN 

Summer-time  is  here  again,  lord  of  magic  waking 
Loveliness  in  flowery-kirtled  field  and  laughing  plain; 
Sings  the  bird  of  morning  in  the  forest,  music  making, 
"Summer-time  is  here  again." 

Dawning   from  his   watch-tower  leaning    showers   a 

golden  rain ; 
Underneath  its  spears  of  splendour   all   the  darkness 

quaking 
And  the  silence  death  loves  dearest  in  a  trice  is  slain. 

Sing,  ye  rivers,  in  whose  fountains   all    the   year    is 

slaking 
Deep  its  thirst   for   beauty.    Though   man  hear  your 

songs  in  vain, 
Sing  as  sang  the  stars    together    once    loud    heaven 

shaking, 

"Summer-time  is  here  again." 
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EXHORTATION 

Bear  them  thy  cross    through    anguish    and    through 

gloom, 

Through  sorrow,  suffering  and  untimely  loss — 
Thy  crown  of  thorns  will  one  day  brightly  bloom; 
Bear  thou  thy  cross. 

Karth's  piled  riches  are  delusive  dross, 

While  heaven,  our  refuge,  opens  through  the  tomb, 

Whose  lintel  welcomes  all  of  love  that  was, 

Soul-portals  where  mortalities  assume 
The  vesture  that  no  age  aside  can  toss, 
So  weaving  bravely  on  fate's  Maya-loom 
Bear  thou  thy  cross. 
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TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "AN  IRISH  HEART  " 

Of  a  green  little  isle  in  a  turbulent  sea, 
Whose  heart  from  its  purpose  no  force  could  beguile, 
Of  lerne  thy  song,  and  the  old  memory 
Of  a  green  little  isle; 

A  song  of  a  land  that  through  ages  could  smile, 
Though  vain  were  its  dreams  of  a  people  set  free 
From  ruin  and  ravin  and  treason  and  guile. 

Hail,  Singer  Australian ;  thou  bringest  to  me, 
As  summer  its  dream  to  the  forested  aisle, 
A  vision  of  freedom  in  years  yet  to  be 
Of  a  green  little  isle. 
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NEW  BIRTH 

Life  is  reborn :  we  hear  the  far  cry  ring 

From  fields  long  lorn, 
As  in  the  golden  crucible  of  Spring 

Life  is  reborn. 

Persephone  revisits  earth's  pure  morn 

With  hands  that  bring, 
Full-laden,  gifts  of  fruit  and  seed  and  corn. 

Before  her  feet  flower-lit  the  grasses  spring, 

While  some  far  Norn 
Shrills  to  the  wild  lands,  blossom-bourgeoning, 

"Life  is  reborn!" 
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A  SEA-SCAPE 

No  sign  of  storm  across  the  sky  went  winging, 
Only  the  winds  that  smote  us  bright  and  warm ; 
The    buoyant    seas    brought  with    them,    shoreward 
swinging, 

No  sign  of  storm, 

As  the  day  wrought  into  one  color  and  form 
Ambrosial  deeps,  through   whose  green   hearts  went 

singing 
Wave  after  wave  foam-flecked  and  multiform. 

Ah,  God,  to  share  in  the  wild  raptures  ringing 
Round  iron  shores  where  choral  waters  swarm, 
And  sweep  and  swirl,  under  blue  heavens  bringing 
No  sign  of  storm ! 
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TO  AN  OLD  FRIEND 

In  old  years  of  youth  we  cared  not  whether 
Joy  or  sorrow  smote  what  time  endears, — 
All  was  blue  enchanted  summer  weather 
In  old  years. 

Now  the  nights,  once  shadowless  of  fears, 
Now  the  days,  once  rosy  red  as  heather, 
Glimmer  only  through  our  prismed  tears ; 

Thoughts  once  lighter  than  the  sea's  foam  feather, 
Dreams  once  brighter  than  the  Spring-clad  brere's, 
Link  our  lives  no  more,  as  once  together 
In  old  years. 
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MARYSVILLE 

In  Marysville  one  blithe  midsummer  day 
That  no  grey  mists  of  memory  change  or  chill 
I  gazed  on  loveliness  not  time  shall  slay 
In  Marysville. 

The  glowing  sunlight  clothing  vale  and  hill, 
The  peaks  tiaraed  golden  in  its  sway, 
Towered  symbols  whereon  beauty  fed  at  will ! 

Though  thought  should  lead  my  fancy  far  away 
To  visionary  scenes  whose  memories  thrill, 
The  soul  and  sense  of  rapture  live  for  aye 
In  Marysville. 
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A  MEETING 

In  the  long  years  gone  where  the  uplands  airy 
Gather  their  gold  from  the  galleon 
Of  the  sunken  sun, — in  a  land  of  faery, 
In  the  long  years  gone, 

We  met  as  the  last  faint  bush-lights  shone 
And  flushed  your  limbs,  of  their  grace  unwary, 
Framing  a  picture  that  still  lives  on 

Through  the  honied  days  and  the  dreams  that  vary, 
But  never  change  from  the  face  of  one, 
Since  the  memoried  hour  of  our  meeting,  Mary, 
In  the  long  years  gone. 
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AN  APRIL  DAY 

An  April  day  came  clothed  with  wings  of  light 
And  radiant  purpose,  like  a  child  at  play ; 
Joy  stormed  the  heavens  at  seeing  so  sweet,  so  bright, 
An  April  day. 

And  hope  that  love  crowned  mother  of  the  May 
Thrilled  with  the  rapture  of  prelusive  sight, 
Smiled  at  the  dream  no  thought  of  death  could  slay. 

So  hour  by  hour  sped  downward  in  its  flight 
Deep  to  a  stormy  sunset.    Who  shall  say 
What  purpose  kindled  for  a  loveless  night 
An  April  day? 
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TO  JULIE 

Lovelier  than  flowers  that  lift  to  the  rising  sun 
Ripened  lips  to  gather  in  sweets  of  light  and  air ; 
Than  the  Western  rosary,  when  the  day  is  done, 
Lovelier ! 

For  the  hours  that  panting  speed,  to  the  sun's  bright 

spur, 
What  more  gracious  gift  has  time,  ere  their  race  is 

run 
Than  the  beauty  and  the  light  aureoling  her  ? 

Ah,  when  parted  by  the  night  that  is  known  of  none 
Shall  my  spirit  winged  with  love,  blind  with  tears  that 

blur, 

See  enrobed  in  crystal  light,  crowned  and  sainted,  ^ne 
Lovelier  ? 
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TO  M.S 

A  single  star  shot  through  the  flying  night, 
In  one  swift  stream  of  splendour,  lone  and  far  I 
Ah !  did  the  heavens  miss  that  lost  delight — 
A  single  star? 

Did  no  loud  note  of  wonder  ring  afar 
Through  stellar  spaces  when  its  dying  flight 
Faded  where  all  the  chiming  planets  are? 

I  know  not — yet  if  you  from  my  fond  sight 
Should  vanish,  sorrow's  sudden  scimitar 
Would  smite  me  dead — unheavened  of  my  light- 
A  single  star. 
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THE  FLOWER  OF  BEAUTY 

When  spring's  heart  beats  and  all  the  glad  wide  wold 
Sings  to  the  young  fresh  year  that  yellowing  greets 
The  elfin  laughter  of  the  winds  fourfold, 
When  spring's  heart  beats, 

More  splendid  than  the    star,  when  morning  meets 

With  night  upon  the  flying  verge  of  gold, 

One  flower  is  mine  rich  with  all  colors  and  sweets, — 

The  flower  of  beauty.    From  it  dreams  unfold 
Their  wings  into  a  cankerous  world  that  eats 
Away  all  loveliness,  divinely-souled, 

When  spring's  heart  beats. 
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TO  HER  I  LOVE 

I  would  have  her  for  lover,  for  ever  to  clasp  and 

enfold, 
To  kiss  in  a  roseland  of  fancy,   where   dreams   ever 

hover 
On  wings  that  are  tireless  of  light — ah,  there  I  would 

hold, 

I  would  have  her  for  lover. 

Ah,  there,  with  the  purple  and  gold  of  the  heavens 

above  her 
I  would  throne  her,  and  never  a  breath  from  the  stern 

grey  cold 
Drear  lands  of  the  loud-voiced  hours  our  nest  should 

discover. 

Yea,  heart  to  heart,  through  the  seasons  that  wax  not 

old 

Unvext  of  the  roar  of  the  wheels  of  time,  the  rover, 
Where  the  serpents  of  passion  and  pain  are  as  things 

dead-souled, 

I  would  have  her  for  lover. 
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